Eisteddai hen fardd yn ei gadair, 
Yn wargrwm, a'i wallt fel y gwlân ; 
A'i feddwl a hedodd i'r amser 
Y gwelid ei blant wrth y tân ; 
Ki amrant a gauodd, ac yna breuddwydiodd 
Yn weddw ac unig heb neb i'w wahardd— 
Yn ngwynfyd ei galon breuddwydiodd y bardd, 


Fe welodd ei hun yn priodi 
Genethig anwylaf y wlad; 

Fy glywodd ei gyntaf-anedig 
Gan wenu'n eialw vyn “dad 1” 


Ni welodd cf gladdu ei briod na'i deulu, 
Na deilen wywedig yn disgyn i'r ardd— 
Na, breuddwyd ei febyd freuddwydiodd y bardd, 


Fe glywai hen glychau Llanarmon, 
.'Yn fachgen fe deimlodd ei hun! 
Breuddwydioddi hen deimlad y galon, 
Sef hiraêth am ddyfod yn dyn ; 
Ni chofiodd ef helynt y dyddiau'r aeth trwyddync, 
Ond tybiodd fod pobpeth yn'hyfryd a hardd— 
Breuddwydion ei galon freuddwydioid y bardd. 


Er na bu uo llinell mewn argraff 
.. O waith y brouddwyniwr erioed, 
Fe wela ei waith yn gyfrolau, 
A dynion yn rhodio fel coel ; 
A bechgyn yn darllen cynyrchion eì awen, 
Fo wel anfarwoldeb trwy gwsg, ac fe chwarid— 
Breuddwydion ei galon frduddwydiodd y bardd, 
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THE BARDS5 DREAM. 


The bard in his arm chair lay dreaming, 
His form bent—his hair white as snow ; 
As his thoughts through the past went a-roaming 
He sat in the fire's bright glow ; 
His eyelids were closing, and there whilst reposing— 
Though left in his poverty, cheerless and hard— 
'The sweetest of visions were dreamed by the bard, 


He saw himself lead to the altar 
The fairest of maids in the land, 
He felt his young children around him 
— Av Cling warmly to his loving hand ; 
But veaun and its sorrow, the cares of to-morrow, 
3 e not to his mem)ry his joy to retard— 
* 1 dreams of his gladness were dreamed by the bard. 


He heard the sweet bells of. Llanarmon, 
He felt himself yonthful once more, 
His heart was aflamo with the seeking 
For honour and plaudits in store; 
['he struggles and failings, the yearnings and wailin gs, 
Were lost for the moment, and paid no regard ; 
No! dreams of ambition were dreamed by the bard. 


The world with'its laughter disdainful 
The songs of the dreamer had spurned, 
Yet he saw in the future awaiting 
The laurels of honour well earned ; 
Immortality guarding, and fair Fame awarding, 
Where none would be envious, or seek to discard— o 
Ah! dreams of contentment were dreamed bythe bard.___.: 





